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tradition, to prejudice, to custom. Delusive tradition,
destructive prejudice, degenerating custom ! It is this that
.makes us prostrate ourselves with reverence before the
\nMom of bygone ages, in no one of which has man been
the master of his own reason,

I am desirous of writing a book which shall be all truth:
a work of which the passion, the thought, the action, and
even the style, should spring from nay own experiance of
feeling, from the meditations of my own intellect, from my
own observation of incident, from my own si?ndy of the
genius of expression.

When I turn over the pages of the metaphysician, I
perceive a science that deals in words instead of facts.
Arbitrary axioms lead to results that violate reason; ima-
ginary principles establish systems that contradict the
common sense of mankind. All is dogma, no part demon-
stration. Wearied, perplexed, doubtful, I throw down the
volume in disgust.

When I search into my own breast, and trace the
development of my own intellect, and the formation of my
own character, all is light and order. The luminous succeeds
to the obscure, the certain to the doubtful, the intelligent
to the illogical, the practical to the impossible, and I
experience all that refined and ennobling satisfaction that
we derive from the discoTery of truth, and the contempla-
tion of nature.

I have resolved, therefore, to write the history of my
own life, because it is the subject of which I have the truest
knowledge.

At an age when some have scarcely entered upon their
career, I can look back upon past years spent in versatile
adventure and long meditation. My thought has been the
consequence of my organisation : my action the result of a
necessity not less imperious. My fortune and my intelli-
gemce have blended together, and formed my character,
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